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marry thus my Lord my deer-e Lord, and moft eftcemed 
friend your brother Troytws. 

HeL My Lord Fandarns hony fweet Lord, 

Pan. Go coo fweet Qjieenc,go to ? 

Comends himfclfe mofraffc^ionacly to you, * 

Hel. You fhall not bob vs out of our melody. 

If you do our melancholy vpon your head. * 

Pan. Sweet Queenc,fweet Quccne,thais a fweet Queen c 

I faith 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad is a fo wer offence. 
Pan. Nay chat /hall not ferue your turtle , that fhall it not 
in truth la? Nay I care not for fuch words , ho, no. And my 
Lord hec d cures you that if the King call for him at fuper 
You will make his cxcufei™ r 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus. 

^ fWCet Qi -' Wnc ^ cozei > Will fall out 

Hel. You muff not know where he Cups. 

Par. lie lay my life with my difpofer Creffeidx. 

difpoSfc”.'” “ 

P^r. Well ilc makes excufe? 

<***■•« 

Hel. Why this is kindeiy done? 

fwe«e$^e' ee 5 in ,ouc with a ^‘ngyou hauc 
p sh «^ a » h»«tt mylotd.if it bee not my Lord 

HCC ? **° ? ^ n ° nc ° fMm ’ thc y wo are 
Kl, Falling in after falling outmay make them three; 
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e/Troyks tndCreftifa, 

Pand. Come, come, lie hcarc no more of thU,fle fbg you a 
L i, pr«hce,now by my troth fweet lad thou hafte a 

fine fore-head. 

Lothy'fong be loue : this loue will vndoe ys all. Oh 

C><i pfltc>yxJ\ that it (ball yfaith. 

Par: I go°d now loue, loue, nothing but loue. 

Pand: Loue , lone, nothing but loue, ft til loue ft til mere: 

For o hues bow. Shoots Bitehe and Doe . 

The J hafts confound not that it wounds 
Hut tides ft ill the fore: 

Thefe loners cry, ob ho they dye. 

Yet that which feemes the wound to kill , 

Doth turne oh ho Jo ha ha he y 
So dying loue lines ft ill, 

O ho- a while but ha ha ha, 

O ho gr ones out for ha ha ha hey he. 

Hell : In loue I faith to the very tip of the nofe. 
j Par. He eates nothing but doues loue,and that breeds hoc 
blood, and hot bioud begets hot thoughts,and hot thoughts 
beget hot deedes^and hot deeds is loue. 

Pand. Is -this the generation of loue : hot bioud hot 
thoughts and hot deedes,why they arc vipers , i$ loue a ge- 
neration of vipers: 

Sweete Lord whofea field to day? 

Pat ^eBor ? Defph dbusJlelenus , Anthenor, and all the gal- 
lantry of Troy.. I would fainc haue arm’d to day > but my Hell 
Vvould not haue it fo. 

How chance my brother T roylus went riot? 

Hell: He hangs the lippe at fomething,you know al Lord 
Pandarus. 

Pand: Not I hony fwccto jgucene^longtobearchow 
they fped to day; 

Y oule remember your brothers excufe? 

Par: To a hayre. 

Pand; Fare well fweete j2uecne« 
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